Of Birds and Returning Souls. °**". 


Ancient legend describes a bird tribe that once lived on earth aeons ago, which is the 
ancestor angel spirit of all winged beings. Since creation, these angelic life forms remain 
as guardian mother and protective father of all incarnate spirits. Myth is that when an 
earth creature dies, the soul must transcend through flocks of flying ghost birds that 
shield all returning soul-travelers from entrapment by netherworlds, which exist between 
earth and afterworlds. Following first body death when a tiny soul transcends the 
ethereal, it must safely bypass the dark realms of life-force-embezzlers. Therefore, when 
returning home, as protection against darkness or reincarnation, angel flocks embodied as 
living birds surround a returning soul guiding it into the womb of infinite spiritual 
evolution. Otherwise, a flying ghost spirit captures and safely returns the essence to re- 
embody on earth. It is good karma to value and respect our feathered friends during ones 
brief visit here. Angelic beings manifest myriad forms and one of them here is as bird 
life. They eat the insect people who otherwise torture humanity and other life forms. 
They repay our respect by flying in formation around returning, transcending souls, 
steering them away from darkness and through ghost flocks, into the safety of home- 
world. Be kind, generous and thoughtful to all birds by providing them food, water and 
protective habitat where possible, and doing them no harm. Nature’s avian beings ask so 
little while providing so much in return for human admiration. Especially during our 
journey away from this realm, out of darkness into higher strength of mind within ‘The 
One’ or ‘Great Spirit,’ where heart-essence continues ascension through migration into 
the light. A little bird told me all this; little birds never lie because should they a bird 
cannot fly under weight of falsehood. 


You Don’t know shit. 


A famous preacher was sitting in a park when he overheard a young boy telling his 
friend that there was no ‘God.’ “Come to my sermons,” the preacher said. “I'll 
show you the path to ‘God.’” “Why is it, sir,” the young one asked, “that even 
though horse, cow, and deer eat the same stuff — grass, they evacuate differently? 
A deer excretes little pellets, while a cow turns out a flat patty, whereas a horse 
produces clumps.” “Hmm...I’ve no idea,” the preacher said, amused at the 
question. "I see," the young boy replied coolly, “don’t you think, it’s a bit too 
much to say that you'll show me the path to ‘God’ when you don’t know shit!” 


